120 FABLES in VERSE, 

A box of charity fhe fliews ; 

Blow here, — and a Churchwarden blows : 

’Tis vanilh’d with conveyance neat. 

And on the table fmokes a treat. i 

She {hakes the dice, the board {he knocks ^ 
And from all pockets fills her box. * ! 

She next a meager rake addreft ; 

^his pidure fee ; her ihape, herbreaft ! ^ 

What youth, and what inviting eyes 1 ' 

Hold her and have her. With furprife 
His hand expos’d a box of pills ; 

And a loud laugh proclaim’d his ills. 

A counter in a mifer’s hand. 

Grew twenty Guineas at command ; 

She bids his heir the fum retain, 

And ’tis a counter now again. 

A guinea with her touch you fee, | 

Takes ev’ry fhape but charity ; 

And not one thing you faw or drew, 

But chang’d from what was firii in view. [ 
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With thi3 fubmii^tott vvithfland ! 

. Can I uxprov’d your hand 1 

. How praaice haj^ ; 
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